successes. George Abbott is also noted for his comedy abilities, but
he never seems able to employ his talents in connection with any finer
theme than Boy meets Girl. Jed Harris's early brilliance seems to
have petered out; Herman Shumlin is a literal, heavy, but often
effective, director mostly of social dramas. Mr. Eddie Dowling
occasionally has an interesting touch, group "atmosphere" plays
being his forte.
II
In the cinema theatre of New York, the architect's aim seems to
have been to create a building to disguise its real function. We sit
watching Miss Barbara Stanwyck inciting her lovers to murder, or
Miss Bette Davis preparing to shoot somebody, from seats set in
an Italian vineyard of illuminated grapes, a rococo terrace under a
starry Venetian sky or a dimly lit loggia filled with artificial flowers
and marble statues. Outside, under the portico of massed electric
bulbs, the ticket-taker yawns in her booth.
Radio City Music Hall is an exception, for it is designed with a
striking simplicity. Lighting from slats in the endless perspective of
golden arches provides the sole decoration of the vast auditorium.
Through these Venetian blinds rainbows of blue-green appear. We
sit in a blue-green world, conscious of the Enormity of the purple
curtain which, as we watch, changes to blazing vermilion.   The
proscenium arch is so high that the curtain seems to unfold itself
in slow motion.  We watch as from an aeroplane, remote, quite
unattached and with no affinity with the dwarfed beings so far away
on the stage.   Simultaneously the rainbows change to crimson,
steeping us in the rosy glow of the photographic dark-room. Again
the lights change, and the great floor show once more provides one
of Broadway's unfailing successes.   The musical numbers and
ballets by the "Rockettes" are nearly always of a higher grade of
imagination than the lavish paucity of the Hollywood musical films
that they may precede.   The Rockettes, fifty amazingly trained
dancers, the coloured lights turning them into luminous Japanese
lanterns, dance with a precision that would delight a Prussian general.
The denouement of their routine is invariably a high-kicking goose-
step that automatically produces thunderous volumes of applause.
Looked at from a distance, these dancers seem like an animated
comb or a centipede sensible to rhythm.
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